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MOST ADMIRE’I) 

PARR'IOY ON 

SHULEAGUA „ 

There is none hut; the powers abofej 
Car. tell how l esteem my love, 

[fa was as mild jost as the dove, 
Cuththeethuvorneen siawn, 

CHORUS— 

Gone gone he is gone agrah; 

My heart for him is greivaing sore; 

Since he has left the Imh-sbore 
Oh cuththeethuvorneen slaw*, 

am an ho ires and is my joy , 

With truth 1 love my black hair’d boy, 
his absence dose me sore army, 
CuththeetKuvonieen siawn, 

To beg for him I’d feel no shame 
But now on Rusia’s crimson plain*, 

I fear my darling he lies slain, 

Oh euththeetkuvorneeu sD»n 

Its stormy winds bow keeps the h«r^ 

Or els 1 would pursue my dear. 

But after him 1 will shureiy steel*, 

Oh cuththeethuvorneen siawn, 

Its true indeed nere 1 must stay; 

UittiU 1 see the harvest day. 

When tragant flowers the will be gif, 
Ohcuthtbettthuvofneen slrvrn, 

No roaring billows then I’d fear* 

For him I’ll sail of far and near. 

Dead or alive I 1 >ve my dear, 

Oh cuththeethuvorneen stawa, 

I see no fault in all my dear, 

He was noble virtues mild and fair. 

For him I’ll shed a many a 
Oh cuththeethuvorneen siawn, 

I fl never will deny my deaf, 
ound him constant as the dove, 

Come send him hack you power ^ ahdvS* 

Oh cuththeeihuyorneeB slaw a, 
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